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waiting for him? Maija was still in the bath-
house; she had gone there after the others,
having lingered behind to bring in secretly the
customary layer of straw for the living-room
floor. A poor show the straw made; it was part
of a lot plucked that morning for cattle-feed from
the thatched roof of a barn and was a couple of
years old. Jussi dutifully sat down among the
straw, which gave forth a close mouldy smell.
He felt lonely with only grown-ups around him.
A spirit of anxiety had settled on the room.

Old Penjami's footsteps were recognized while
he was still in the porch. His familiar eye
gleamed from the doorway with an unusual
brightness, his breath came louder than usual,
and those in the living-room noticed at once the
fair-sized flagon under his arm, which he carried
brazenly enough. It was not a vessel belonging
to the farm; he must have got it somewhere in
the village.

To everybody's surprise Penjami did not start
quarrelling at once. All were silent; Jussi had
crept away from the straw. Penjami took the
flagon to his own cupboard, slowly drawing the
door open and as slowly closing it, after which,
without a word, he went out. He staggered as
he walked; on special occasions like this one
saw clearly how much Penjami had aged during
these difficult years. Hardly worth while being
afraid of any longer. The women gave a short